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To the Memory of 


Miſs M A RY URQUHART, 
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Wjubo died the 24th November 1758. 


The FR” of thoſe 1 we flows | 
Aﬀedts the ſoul with many grating pangs, 
Above the reach of language to exprefs. 
Not keen diſtreſs, nor joyleſs age can Joole 
The ſympathetick tye, or cool the love 
Which warms the breaſt of friends! 


Dau ohter to William Urquhart of Meldrum Eſq; 


By FRANCIS Dou Las. 
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Tuno' the writer of the following elegy was conſcious of his 
inability of doing juſtice to the memory of the Lady whoſe 


name it bears, the inclination to write ſomething with that view, 
was too ſtrong to be reſiſted. The meanneſs of the perfor- | 


- mance required that he ſhould conceal his name, but the deſire 7 
pf having it ſtand on the ſame page with Miſs URxqQuuarT's, 3 
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was an oyerbalance to his modeſty. 5 
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© A PASTORAL ELEGY, ee. 


FF  STREPHON, ARE THUSA. 
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8 fs the 3 fo ſerene the ty, 


Why ſtands the tear in Arethuſa 8 eye? no 
Our flocks are ſafe, the lambkins ſport and play, | i 
* Fe | Cheer, up my Love, ſce all around us gay: 7: 


ARETHUSA 


THE fields, the ſcaſon, and our flocks 5 
Are joyleſs things, ſo muſt they be to thee, 
When thou haſt heard the heavy tale of woe 
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= 5 Which wrings my heart, and makes my eyes o beiden, 5 


O Rosa LINDA! gone, for ever gone! 


Wich thee the fort of Harmony i is > flown! 


A 230 *z Mourn, 
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Mourn, mourn ye Fain, the mighty loſs deplore, 


Good R0SALINDA is alas! no more! e 


s TRE HO. 


0 Arethuſa! juſt $ thy cauſe to mourn! 


My tears, wah thine, ſhall waſh her precious urn ; 


How oft together have we ſpent the day! 


While ſummer ſuns roll 4 unperceiy 'd away; 


How oft, inſtructed by her moral ſong, 
Look d down with pity on the buſtling throng ! 
M./̊urn, mourn ye nymphs, the mighty loſs deplore, 


Good Ros A LINDA is alas! no more! 


AR ETH Us A. 


Sor r was her temper, and her ſoul humane, 


She lov' d her friends and felt their j Joy or pain! 


O Strephon! think, to them how juſtly dear! 


| Kind, candid, open, gen rous and ſincere! 


How 
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How tender was her heart! when Flora 2 ET 
She often kis'd her lifeleſs lips, and ſight d; 1,4, 
In all her ſickneſs, watch d her bed with care. 
And trove to caſe the pain ſhe could not ſhare. 
Mourn O ye ſwains! the mighty loſs deplore, 


_ Good RoSALINDA is alas no more! 
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| hon Dara too, was foul in 5 grief, 

- Let Rosa LINDA bronght 81 relief: 
With theirs, at firſt, ſhe mingled tender tears, 
And mourn 4 their carly hope, the joy of years; a 

Then ſoft perſwaſive eloquence ſhe tried, Pl 
To prove he was not happy till he died; . 
With feeling warmth deſcrib'd the joys above, 
Where all! 1s peace, and harmony, and love; x - 2 
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Maintain 1 that hear” n was merciful and juſt, 4 


And reſignation due from mortal duſt. 


O all ye nymphs, the mighty loſs deplore, 


Good RoSALIND A is alas! no more! 
ARETHUSA 


Ho w kind her. heart! from out her little ſtore 


VA part was til devoted to the poor; | 


B 5 
* . At ſhearing time menu gave a fleece 8 


| To aged Mopſs;al er orphan niece. 8 
 Mourn, mourn ve poor, your mighty loſs deplore, / 
Good RosalinD A is alas! no more! . 
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0 Arethuſa! can we cer forget, | F 4 


At ſhearing time, when ſwains and nymphs were met, 
| "I Ros ALINDA drew the Iift” ning ear 

Suppoſe the reſt——methinks her voice I hear — 
5 8 
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She fi nortrthay Lirect the melting accents flow! - 


* a” 


Grief. lifts his head, and Pain forgets bis woe! l. 5 5 
Methinks I ſee her graceſully advance, 
And give her hand, to lead the ſprightly dance, 


All eyes upon her joy! in er ry face 


; 


And now ſhe moves with ie and grace! 
Ah! vain illuſions! ! ſoul and ſpirit fled! 


Low 1 in the duſt hel decent labs are laid! 


0 all ye nymphs, the mighl N 
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IN vain we mourn—cropt in her early bloony 


/ JR. She ſinks lamented, to the peaceful tomb 


8 pn rais'd above the various ills of life , 


The fleeting joys of ſiſter, friend, or wife; „ 


ler foul attun'd to harmony and love, 
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In happy concert joins the choir above; 


* 
. 
Oct! 


2 


S, 
. 8 5 * 55 oy 
* 4 5 BE TERS 4 1 N. "I 


With 


a 3+ 45 
r * 5 
„„ — 
4 1 N * 
8 


= With ſaints and ſeraphs breaths immortal air, | 
And finds that heav'n was amply worth her care. s 
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Pac x to her ſhade i the grateful tear we pay,  * 
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. ſoon ſhall need, and how remote the day, : 
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| Heav'n only knows, and let its esel, 1 
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Hou vain alas! is all beneath the ſun! 
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